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the white one. His place of confinement was the exquisite Jasmine bower in the Fort, from which, according to tradition, he gazed all day across the river to the white Taj. Our guide asked me reproachfully whether an unnatural son would have devised so charming a retreat for a father whom he hated. My knowledge of Mogul psychology does not enable me to answer this question, but with all consideration for the landowners and rich gentlemen whom this mad builder was supposed to have ruined, I wish they had left him at large till he had finished the black Taj and the silver bridge. Never did madness more thoroughly justify itself to posterity.
India is covered with deserted cities. There is Fatehpur-Sikri, the red sandstone city near Agra, which Akbar built and deserted, Amber, which the Rajputs deserted, and half a dozen deserted cities or great fortresses, with immense walls and